EGO 4                                  [1940
Daudet, these five being for a time the only intimates of the
author of Madame Bovary.
This suggests one of my competitions. What diner intime
would one most like to have attended ? This, or a dinner at
Topham Beauclerk's with Johnson, Reynolds, Garrick, Gold-
smith, and Boswell ? Or should it be a spread at the Mermaid ?
Jock, peeping over my shoulder, wants " an evening at George
Sand's villa at Nohant with Heine and Musset and the lady
supplying the conversation, and Liszt playing the piano until
the nightingales, intoxicated with music and moonlight, de-
sisted for therest of the evening ! " J.A.: "Is that your own ?"
Jock: " No ! " J.A.: " Whose is it ? " Jock: " It's in a book
which I read long before anybody had ever heard o? ye, Misterr
James Agate! "
Afterwards I switch on to dinners in fiction. Here I cannot
decide between one at which, at the Rocher de Cancale,
Rastignac, Maxime de Trailles, Claude Vignon, Daniel
d'Arthez, Nathan, Leon de Lora, and the mystificateur Bixiou
hurl witticisms at one another, the swarry at which the green-
grocer Harris is rebuked by Mr Tuckle for gaping, and any
evening meal at Mr Charles Footer's.
March 15   The Ides of March with a difference. That Hitler's
Friday.       Blitzkrieg has not come does not mean that the
threat has gone.
Coincidence has a knack of being kind to me. The last thing
I read in Vizetelly's Zola before going to Sean O'Casey's
The Star Turns Red was this extract from the Preface to
Germinal:
Germinal is a work of compassion, not a revolutionary
work. In writing it my desire was to cry aloud to the happy
ones of the world, to those who are the masters: " Take
heed! Look underground, observe all those unhappy beings
toiling and suffering there. Perhaps there is still time to
avoid a great catastrophe. But hasten to act justly, for,
otherwise, the peril is there: the earth will open, and the
nations <Hll be swallowed up in one of the most frightful
convulsions known to the world's history."
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